Port Canaveral 


darkens as pelicans 
hustle for fish bits 


shoved by flashing 
gutters. I drink 


a beer mid shy generic 
birds noting crumbs 
off my Ritz crackers. 


Crow enters, flaunting 
iridescence, split- 
ting raw scenery 


for sea lights to 
pour in, floating 


all of us, just so, 
up to afterglow. 


